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Extract from a Practical View of the prevailing religious 
system Of PROFESSED CHRISTIANS, contrasted with REAL 
CHRISTIANITY. 


BY WM. WILBERFORCE, ESQ. 


To a considerate and feeling mind, there is some- 
thing deeply afflicting in seeing the engaging cheerful- 
ness and cloudless gaiety incident to youth, welcomed 
as a sufficient indication of internal purity by the de- 
lighted parents ; who knowing the deceitfulness of these 
flattering appearances, should e eagerly avail themselves 
of this period, when once wasted never to be regained, 
of good humoured acquiescence, and dutiful decility : a 
period when the soft and ductile temper of the mind 
renders it more susceptible of the impressions we de- 
sire, and when, therefore, habits should be formed 
which may assist our natural weakness to resist the 
temptations to which we shall be exposed in the com- 
merce of maturer life. ‘This is more especially affect- 
ing in the female sex, because that sex seems by the 
very constitution of its nature, to be more favourably 
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disposed than ours to the feelings and offices of reli- 
gion; being thus fitted by the bounty of Providence. the 
better to execute the important task which devolves 
upon it, of the education of our earliest youth. Doubt- 
less this more favourable disposition to religion in the 
female sex, was graciously designed also to make wo- 
men doubly valu b Me in the wedded state; and it seems 
» afford to the married man the means of rendering 
an active share im the business of life more compatible, 
than it would otherwise be, with the liveliest devotion- 
al feelings; that when the husband should return to his 
family, worn and harassed by worldly cares or profes- 


sional labours. the wife habitu: lly presers ing a warmer 


and more unimpaired spirit of devotion, than is per- 
haps consistent with being nmmersed in the busile of 
life, might revive his lang uid pie ty; and that the rell- 
gious impressions of both might derive new force and 
tenderness from the animating symp athies of conjugal 
affection. Cana more pleasing image be presented to 
a considerate mind, than that of a “couple, happy i 
each other and in the pledges of their mutual love, uni- 
ing in an act of grateful adoration to the Author of all 
heir mercies; recommending each other, and the ob- 
ects of their common care, to the divine protection : 
ind repressing the solicitude of conjugal and parental 

enderness by a confiding hope, that, through all the 
‘thanges of this uncertain ‘life. the dispos er of all things 
vill assuredly cause all things to work together for the 
rood of them that love and put their trust in him; and 
hat after this uncertain state shall have passed away. 
‘hey shall be admitted to a joint participation of never 
‘nding happiness. 

It is surely no mean or ignoble office which we would 
illot to the female sex, when we would thus commit 
o them the charge of maintaining in lively exercise 
whatever emotions most dignify and adorn human na- 
‘ure: when we would make them asit were the medi- 
im of our intercourse with the heavenly world, the 
xithful repositories of the religious principle, for the 
yenefit both of the present and of the rising generation. 
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Must it not then excite our grief and indignation, when 
we behold mothers, forgetful at once of their own pe- 
culiar duties, and of the high office which Providence 


designed their daughters to fulfil; exciting, instead of 


endeavouring to moderate in them, the natural san- 
guineness and inconsiderateness of youth; hurrying 
them night after night tothe resorts of « dissipation ; thus 
teaching them to despise the common comiorts of the 
family circle ; and, istead of striving to raise their 
views, and to direct their afiections to their true object. 
acting as if with the express design studious ly to extin- 
cuish every spark of a devotion: aI spirit, and to kindle 
in its stead an excessive love of pleasure, and perliaps, 
a principle of extravagant vanity, aud it emula- 
tion! 

[nnocent young women! Good-hearted young men! 
wherein does this goodness of heart and this innocence 
appear Remember we are fallen creatures, born in 
sin and Adie depraved. Christianity recognizes no 


innocence or goodness ot heart, but in the remission cf 


sin, and inthe effects of the operation of divine grace. 
Do we fiad in these young persons the characters which 
the holy Scriptures lay down as the only satisfactory 
evidences of a safe state? Do we not on the other 

hand discover the specified marks of a state of aliena- 
tion from God? Can the blindest partiality persuade 
itselfthat they are loving, or striving to « love God with 
all their hearts. and aiedes and soul and strength ?’ 

Are they “seeking the kingdom of God and his right- 
eousness ?” Are they “ working out their salvation 
with fear and trembling °” Are” they “clothed with 
humility 7” Are they not on the contrary supremely 
given up to self indulgence? Are they not at least 
+ lovers of pleasure more than lovers of God?” Are 
the offices of religion their solace or their task ? Do 
they not come to these sacred services with reluctance. 
continue in them by constraint, and quit them with 
gladness? And of how many of these persons may it 
not be affirmed in the spirit of the prophet’s langu: ge, 
+ The harp, and the viol, the tabret and pipe, and wine 
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are in their feasts: but they regard not the work of the 
Lord, neither consider the operation of his hands ?” 
Are not the youth of one sex often actually committing 
and still more often wishing for the op portunity to com- 
mit those sins of which the Se riptures say e xpre ssly. 
“that they who do such things shall not inherit the 
kingdom of God ?” Are not the youth of the other 
mainly mtent on the gratification of vanity; and look- 
ing for their chief ‘hap piness to the resorts of gaie ty and 
fashion, to all the multiphed pleasure s which pub hick 

pla ices, or the still higher gratifications of more refined 


circles can supply? And then when the first ebuli- 
tious of youthful warmth are over. what is their boast- 
ed reformation ? 4 he y mi ly be de cent. sobe rr. uSe- 


ful, respect ible, as members of the commun ity, or am- 
iable in the relations of domestick life. Put is this the 
change of which the Scripture speaks? Hear the ex- 
pressions which it uses, and judge for yourselves: * ex- 
cept aman be born again, he cannot enter into the 
kingdom of God.” “The old man ts corrupt accord- 
ing tothe deceitful lusts ;” an e xpression but too de- 
scriptive of the vain delirium of youthiul dissipation, 
and of the false dreams of pleasure which it in ISPIres ; 
but “ the new man” is awakened from this fallacious 
estimate of happiness; “he is renewed in knowledge 
after the image of him who created him;” «he is cre- 
ated after God in righteousness and true holiness.” 
The persons of whom we are speaking are no longer, 
indeed, so thoughtless and wild, and dissipated, as for- 
meriy; so negligent in their attention to objects of real 
value; so eager in the pursuit of pleasure; so prone 
to yield to the impulse of appetite. But this is no 
more than the change of which a writer of no very 
strict cast speaks as naturally belonging to their riper 
age : 


‘* Conversis studus aetas, animusque virilis, 
Quaerit opes and amicitias : inservit honor: : 
Commisisse cavet, quod more mutare laboret.” 
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‘RANSLATION. 


Our pursuits being changed, our time and minds 

Matured, seek wealth and friendship : we are obedient 
To honour ; and are cautious that our conduct be not such 
As we shall wish afterwards to change. 


This is a point of infinite importance : let it not be 
thought tedious to spel nd even yet a few more moments 
in the diseussion of it. Put the question to another is- 
sue, and try it by appealing to the principle of life be- 
inga state of probation; (a proposition indeed, true in 
a certain sense, though not exactly in that which is 
sometimes assigned to it.) and you will still be led to 
no very diflerent conclusion. Probation implies re- 
sisting, in obedience to the dictates of religion, : appe- 
lites which we are naturally prompted to gratify— 
Young people are not tempted to be churlish, interest- 
ed, covetous ; but to be inconsiderate and dissipated, 
+lovers of pleasures more than lovers of God.’ 

People again in middle age are not so strongly tempt- 
ed to be thoughtless, and idle, and licentious. From 
excesses of this sort they are sufficiently withheld, par- 
ticularly when happily settled in domestick life, by a 
regard to their characters, by the restraints of fan nily 
connexions, and by a sense of what is due to the de- 
cencies of the married state. Their probation is of 
another sort; they are tempted to be supremely en- 
grossed by worldly cares, by family interests, by pro- 
fessional objects, by the pursuit of wealth or of ambi- 
tion. Thus occupied, they are tempted “to mind, 
earthly rather than heavenly things,” forgetting “ the 
one thing needful;” to * set their affections on tem- 
poral rather than eternal concerns, and to take up with 
aform of godliness” instead of seeking to experience 
the power thereof: the foundation of this nominal re- 
ligion being laid, as was formerly explained more at 
large, in the forgetfulness if not in the i ignorance, of the 
peculiar doctrines of christianity. These are the 
ready made christians formerly spoken of, who consid- 
er christianity as a geographical term, properly applica- 





























166 


ble to all those who have been born and educated in a 
country wherein christianity is professe dd: not as indi- 

cating a renewed nature, as expressive of a peculiar 
character, with its appropriate desires, and aversions, 
and hopes, and fears, and joys and sorrows. ‘To peo- 
ple of this description, the solemn admonition of Christ 
is addressed: “1 know thy works; that thou hast a 
name that thou livest and art dead. Be watchful and 
strengthen the things which remain, that are ready to 
die; for{ have not found thy works perfect before 
God.” 


If there be any one who is inclined to listen to this 


solemn warning, who 1s awakened from his dream of 


false security, and is disposed to be not only almost but 
altogether a christian—O! let him not stifle or dissi- 

ate these beginnings of seriousness, but sedulously 
cherish them as the * workings of the divine spirit,” 
which would draw him from the “ broad” and crowded 
road of destruction into the “narrow” and thinly peo- 
pled path * that leadeth to life.” Let him re tire from 
the multitude. Let him enter into his closet. and on 
his bended knees implore, for Christ’s sake, and in re- 
liance on his mediation, that God would “take from 
him the heart of stone, and give him a heart of flesh ;” 
that the Father of hcht woul l open his eyes to his true 
condition, and clear his heart from the clouds of prej- 
udice, and dissipate the deceitful medium of self-love. 
Then let him caretully examine his past lie, and his 
present course of conduct. comp tring himself with 
God's word: and considering how any one might rea- 
sonably have been expecte od to conduct himself, to 
whom the holy Scriptures had been always open, and 
who had been used to acknowledge them to be the 
revelation of the will of his Creator, and Governour. 
and Supreme benefactor; let him there peruse the aw- 
ful denunciations against impenitent sinners; let hin 
Inbour to become more deeply impressed with a sense 
of his own radical blindness and corruption; above all, 
let him steadily contemplate in all its bearings and con- 
nexions that stupendous truth, the incarnation ard cru- 
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cifixion of the only begotten Son of God, and the mes- 
sage of mercy proclained from the cross to repenting 
sinners: * Be ye reconciled unto God.” “ Believe in 
the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved.” 

When he fairly estimates the guilt of sin by the cost- 
ly satisfaction w hich was required to atone for it, and 
the worth of his soul by the price which was paid for 
its redemption, and contrasts both of these with his own 
sottish inconsiderateness ; when he reflects on the 
amazing love and pity of Christ, and on the cold and 
formal acknowledgments with which he has hitherto 
returned this infinite obligation, making light of the 
precious blood of the Son of God, and trifling with the 
gracious invitations of his Redeemer: surely if he be 
not lost to sensibility, mixed emotions of guilt, and fear, 
and shame, and remorse, and sorrow, will nearly over- 
whelm his soul; be will smite upon his breast, and cry 
out in the language of the publican, “God be merciful 
to me asinner.” But blessed be God, such an one 
needs not despair—it is to persons in this very sit- 


uation, and with these very feelings, that the offers of 


the gospel are held forth, and its promises assured ; * to 
the weary and heavy laden” under the burden of their 
sins: to them who thirst for the water of life ; to them 


who feel themselves “tied and bound by the chain of 


their sins; whoabhor their captivity, and long earn- 
estly for deliverance. Happy, happy souls! which the 
grace of God has visited, “ has brought out of darkness 
into his marvellous light,” and “from the power of Sa- 
tan unto God.” 

Cast yourselves then on his undeserved mercy; he 
is full of love and will not spurn you ; surrender your- 
selves into his hands, and solemnly resolve, through his 
grace, to dedicate henceforth all your faculties and 
powers to his service. 


The re is no day to the soul, dil] Christ manifests his 
cheering presence, 
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Extract from Knox's Christian Philosophy. 


Bis shop Lavington speaks to his clergy on a solem: 
occasion, when he was finstructing them how to exe- 
cute their pastoral office : 

“My brethren,” says he, “I beg you will rise uP 
with me against moral preaching. Ww e have long bee: 
attempting the reformation of the nation, by disc ‘ourses 
of this kind. With what success? None at all. On 
the contrary, we have dexterously preached the peo- 
ple into downright infidelity. We must cha: ze Our 
voice. We must “preach Christ and him~ cruc ified. Noth- 
ing but the gospel is, nothing will be found to be the 
power of God unto salvation, hesides. Let me, therefore. 
again and again request, may I add, let me charge you 
to preach Jesus, and salvation through his name 
Preach the Lord who bought us; preach rede mption 
through his blood ; preach the saying of the great 
High Priest; he who believeth shall be saved ; preach: 
repentance towards God and fith i inour Lord Jesus Christ.” 

Thus Bishop Lavington; a man who abhorred fai- 
aticism. Who could ever suspect Archbishop Secker, 
Bishop Hurd, Bishop Horne, Bishop Horsley, of irra- 
tional enthusiasm ? Yet in their discourses and charges 
they all urge their clergy, not to preach mere moral doc- 
trines, the philosophy of the heatiens, but the gospel ; 
that is,the great doctrines of redemption, atonement, 
satisfaction by Christ, and the necessity and importance 
of divine grace. If by the coming of Christ, God re- 
commended only a moral system, merely republished the 
religion of nature, this would in fact have been no rev- 
elation. Indeed, a merely moral Christianity is Dezsm. 


* << The truth I fear is’? says Archbishop Secker, * that many, i 
not most of us, have dwelt too little on these doctrines,” the doctrines 
of grace and other peculiar doctrines of christianity in our sermons. 
We have, in fact, lost many of our people to sectaries, by not preach- 
ing in a manner sufficiently evangelical.” 
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Lxtract from the life of Mrs. Fletcher. 


Glory be to God! I daily prove he is faithfulness 
and love. A few mornings ago, [ awoke with that 
word, * As thy day,so shall thy strength be.” I did 
not take particular notice of it then; but yesterday, 
through an uncommon providence, [ was called to go 
through such fatigue as to me seemed impossible. Yet 
I was carried through all with such ease, both as to 
body and mind, as amazed me. 

QO! let me live by all without fear, for I have in thee, 
O Lord! sucha pleasure-house, as will always supply 
my every want. There is no room for fear or care; 110, 
the government is on thy shoulders; all the weight lies 
there, and my business is to sing and praise all the day 
through. 

Many temptations am I surrounded with, and though 
{ have many infirmities of body, yet they are so 
held as with a bridle, that I do not suffer much, and am 
able to attend all my appointments. I see all 1s right, 
to be sure there are circumstances which would once 
have been across, but | am fully convinced, all comes 
through my Saviour’s hands, and, therefore, I know all 
shall work for my good. I see my situation well suited 
for growing in grace, and I do grow, but oh! that it 
were faster. I remembera time when I rather shrunk 
at repeating those lines of a bymn: 


‘* Give me to feel an idle thought, 
As actual wickedness.” 


But truly I do now feel it so; I see the need there is 
of being all eye not only against what appears evil, but 
what is called innocent, but is really useless. 


Many of us (says Dr. Paley) are brought up with this 
world set before us, and nothing else. Whatever pro- 
motes this world’s prosperity is praised; whatever 
hurts, and obstructs, and prejudices this world’s pros- 
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perity, is blamed ; and there all praise and censure end. 
We see mankind about us inmotion and action; but 
all these motions and actions directed to worldly ob- 
jects. We hear their conversaiion; but it is all the 
same way: and this is what we see and hear from the 
Grst. ‘Lhe views which are continually placed betore 
our eyes regard this life aloue and its interests. Can 
it then be wondered at that an early worldly mindedness is 
bred in our hearts so strong as to shut out heavy enly 
mindedness entirely. 


The habit of trifling away one’s time, (says a beat 

ful writer ) appears to me the ereatest ol evi ils. Thos: 
who are accustomed to this never quit it without a muir- 
acle. Reflection is their only remedy; and they hav 
as much aversion to that as the sick man-has to th 
bitter potion which might cure him. Courage to think is 
infinitely more rare than courage to act, and yet the dan- 
ger in the first case is only imaginary; the last, real. 
The value of moments when cast up is immense; i 
thrown away their loss is irretrievabie, every momen 
may be put to some use and will be attended with 
much more pleasure than if unemployed. She who in 
old age hopes to look back upon past years with sat 
faction, must learn the value of the present hour, and 
let no particle of time fall useless to the ground. 


“ An amiable woman’s virtue supports itself upon its 
own intrinsick worth, without borrowing any assistance 
from the faults of others. She will compare their er 
rours with her own, to remember the latter, to preserve 
her charity and humility, and forsake them to be per- 
fect. Mercy and jus tice are sister graces, and cannot 
be sepi arated in a virtuous bosom ; she will detect guilt, 
yet pity and pray for the guilty: will be tender and 
compassionate to the sufferines incur red by vice, yet 
zealous to promote the cause of virtue. 
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-'The heart of woman is a temple where virtue ought 
to reside, they are designed by Previdence to spre ad 
the same splendour and "chee ‘riulness through the intel- 
lectual economy that the celestial bodies diffuse over 
the material creation’ 


« The serene cor nplacency which springs in a good 
mind on the exertions of benevolent princ iples ce annot 
be described; like the peace of God it passeth.all 
knowledge.” 


Extract from a letter to Miss MW. S§ 


Having viewed, for the last time, the decaying form 
of my ever esteemed friend, | found sorrow and regret 
usurping the place of admonition.’ Is this said I, in the 
countenance where the 


** World admired features of wit and virtue, this the face 
Where love triumph’d, and beauty on these cheeks 
As on a throne, beneath her radiant eye 

Was seated to advantage, mild, serene, 

Reflecting rosy light? So sits the sun 

{lair eye ot heaven, ) upon a crimson cloud 

Near the horizon, and with gentle ray 

Smiles lovely round the sky, till rising fogs 
Portending night, with foul and heavy wing, 
Involve the golden star, and sink him down 
Oppress’d with darkness. 


| felt disturbed at my reflection, and though Ff did not 
arraign the justice of Deity, I felt a sensation of won- 
der, that she could not be spared a little longer. But 
a moment’s consideration recalled my thoughts into 
order, and harled the rising complaint. | raised my 
eye from the melancholy spectac le be fore me, and 
looked through the medium of reason and divine truth, 
for the consolations that made her lovely in death. 
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From these sources, it flows like the precious oitment, 
and treats the recent wound. From these sources may 
it flow in acollective and copious streain upon the de 
family of my affections, filling their minds with the 
odour of that hope which the gospel inspires 

Permit me to offer the following ninineialien for your 
perusal, and to offer them without an apology, the ob 
ject that inspired them must make them valuable, noi 
will they lose their estimation as the observations of a 
friend. 


Remarks upon making the thoughts of death. familiar . occa- 
stoned by the decease of the estimable and engaging wiss S 


A disafiection to that precious thought 
° . », } 
Is more than midnight darkness on the soul. 


When the Divine Lawgiver condescended to as- 
sume our nature, humanity regained its primeval privi- 
leges, rose from the ponde rous weight of guilt, burst 
the bands of or iginal transgression and winged with im- 
mortality and en \boldened by hope approached the 
altar of incence and offered the acce ptable service of 
an humble heart. But, notwithstanding this exaltation 
of our nature, this gracious covering of our frailty had 
no more been done, humanity must have almost sunk 
beneath accumulated woes, nor could the thoughts ofa 
happy future designation repelled the sigh of sorrow, 
or prevent the tear, that flows at the loss ofa friend, at 
the dissolution of that sacred bond of tenderest amity. 
Nature must have been incompetent to the clianges ot 
this mortal life, and her conflict more than this single 
hope could sustain. 

The Author of every good, the consolation of mor- 
tals never leaves his work unfinished. He took not on- 
ly our nature but our infirmities, sin excepted, that he 
might demonstrate to us, that he felt their poignance 
and realized our sufferings with the sympathy of an el- 
der brother. I[s this language too familiar? It is au- 
thorized by Him who we pt at the grave of a friend, 
when he knew that a ray of glory from his sacred pres 
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ence would enlighten the gloom of death, that the 
sound of his voice ‘woald call irom his arrest the prison- 
er of darkness; doubtless this procedure was as much 
to continue the example of friendship as to demonstrate 
his power: henceforth friendship that ts constituted up- 
ou right principles and connected with eternity, shall 
never lack a beam celestial from its divine Inspirer, 
nor the consolations that are needful in this state of 
mutability. 

How well did the affectionate sisters know its divine 
power. To the Author of life they said: “If thou 
hadst been here, my brother had not died.” Grateful 
specimen of ‘unbounded confidence. Here, undoubting 
faith soothes the pangs of regret, and hope presumes 
upon the immediate presence of an Almighty Friend, 
hor presumes in vain; here let imagination contem- 
plate the scene and endeavour to form some idea of 
Him who sympathized with the friends of the deceas- 
ed of that love that prompted the tear of heavenly pity 
and make a solemn pause. 

Rash censurer of human tears, read the glowing page 
and recal thy sarcasm, let their firmness totter on its 
base, and all thy fall: icious reasonings sink in their na- 
tive chaos: “ Jesus wept,” and he viewed the power 
of death, the sorrows it occasioned, the fatal interrup- 
tion of domestick happiness, the severed bond of aflec- 
tion. He groaned! the sound reverberated through 
the gloomy cave, and the all-powertul tear softened the 
springs to move at hiscommand. At his command the 
se pulchral gate, more obedient than man’s obdurate 
heart, flew open; the chains of death fell off “and he 
that was dead came forth bound hand and foot with 
crave-clothes. 

How delightful is the presence of a friend, how ne- 
cessary to inspirit and enliven the dull hours of life, to 
share in each event, to banish care, to gild the pen- 
dant gloom and reinspire the object of its preference ; 
ever since that heavenly scene. Friendship has be- 
come the source of the most perfect human happiness : 
but ah! a sigh as I tread the verge of C Ss grave, 
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replies and of the most complete distress, the pangs of 
separation from those we love has not a comparison In 
nature unless, indeed, it may be to the Jas/, Last avo- 
nies of expiring life. 

Ifthe blessing was not to extend beyond this life, this 
fountain of refreshing streams would lose its efficacy. 
and when death severed the bond. hope would be lost 
in disappointment, but this hope, like our dear depart- 
ed friend is immortal. 


It darts a ray celestial through the gloom 
And calls my lov’d Maria from the tomb. 


For her friend is not there, she is risen, the heir ot 
glory has ascendes | to ber father and her Ged, the all- 
powertul voice of heaven called her trom this visionary 
scene and admonishes us to “ be ready also;” the 
charge was repeated by expiring e a ‘Hence, when her 
vital powers were exhausting, when death in slow and 
solemn process warned her, she paused and again re- 
peated, * Be ye also ready,” for in an some that ye 
think not of, your fate will be decided: the following 
moments decrease the time of your probation, and with 
inconceivable velocity bring round the period of your 
irreversible sentence. W hile y you are planning schemes 
of earthly felicity, the objects | of your dependance, like 
yourself, are tending to decay, they are subject to the 
changes of time, they flee as a shadow, they for ever 
elude your grasp! 

The pleasures of life, independent of heavenly hope, 
are meteors that glitter and expire, its prom tises falla- 
cious and unattainable, its whole state a scene of pro- 
mises and disappointment, distress and poverty have 
their claims upon us, and though by the 4 aetahe of hea 
ven we are not the subjects of them, yet the mind of 
sensibility ts often pained by its inability of relieving, 
when the desire of doing good is excited without the 
power of performance, it returns with sensations of sor. 
row to the anxious heart; in short, life without the hope 
of immortality, like the evening twilight. is succeedes 
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by deeper and still deeper shade, till we are engloom- 
ed in periect darkness. 

This is not a shaded prospect of human life, friend- 
ship which gives life, energy, and colouring to its evan- 
escent scenes, seldom accomplishes our expectations, 
some unexpected event withholds or transfers the pre- 
cious ol, the balm is blasted in the bud, and the wine 
looses its cheering quality, or if our friends flourish fair, 
and faultless, capacitated with powers and faculties to 
answer all the demands of nature and affection. an arm 
stronger than either, grasps the dear object, and draws 
the veil of death over each brightening prospect, thus 
every earthy hope, lies blended in ruin, aud the tide 
of prosperous joy eps to flow no more. 

But religion changes the face of nature, exhales those 
noxious vapours, that cloud her horizon and irradiates 
her region with transfusive light, an observance of the 
divine behest * be ye also ready,” empowers us with 
that repellant prince iple betore which even the shadow 
of darkness will flee away. If we are ready for another 
state of existe nee, the chan iges of this cannot greatly 
affect us. Resignation to the divine will, will in en- 
throned majesty command the conflicts of the heart, 
subdue each rebel passion and lull the soul to rest. 
The circumstances coincident with time will be justly 
viewed as passing away and unavailing regret will follow 
them to their common tomb. 

The frequent thoughts of death in connexion with the 
certainty oi a future state of existence, like the sun in 
meridian lustre, beams a dazzling brightness over the 
face of things, it ts the effulgent du iy-statr of the soul, illu- 
minating and fortifying it against human contingencies 

When nature is ‘obae ‘rvant of its daily decay, [ say 
daily, for ali! not only so, but momently does it tend to 
its original dust; it necessarily bends beneath the de- 
nunciation of offended goodness, how joytully she looks 
forward to the scene when she shall put off the incum- 
bering clay, with all its afflictions, inherent infirmities, 
and native frailties. 
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lf we are ready for our final summons, the world will 
no lounger appear a desert, a vale of tears, but a re- 
stricted paradise, a variegated country, an instruc- 
tive lesson of contrasts, a series of light and shade, 
where each denizon may walk with honour, peace, 
and safety. 

The world is called a wilderness, a vale of sorrow; 
alas! to too many, it is strictly so; the solitary rose 
blooms in vain, it spreads its beauteous leaves, it emits 


its pleasant odour only to the skies. Thus many of 


life’s blessings pass unnoticed; in vain the -y solicit our at- 
tention for mgratiude to God, like the deadly night 
shade, or conceals or poisons them; they have no value 
in the thankless heart. /ngratitude is the veil which 
human depravity draws over the pleasantest prospects 
and first and choicest gifts of human life, we sigh, we 
repine, we murmur at we know not what, we complain 
we know not why, the hours distinguished with mer- 
cies, we clothe in sack cloth and discontent groans as 
loud at the disappointment of some sanguine scheme as 
at the privation of a real blessing. 

But the obedience to that command, “ Be ye also 
ready,” is an infallible antidote against this native evil. 


She that is ready to welcome as a friend the angel of 


death, will never be borne down by the tide of adversi- 
ty, conscious that her little bark is piloted by infinite 
wisdom, she will pursue her voyage with alacrity and 


joy, for her happiness flows redundant on the waves of 


time, and soon or late will most assuredly waft her to 
the paradise of God. 

She that is ready to attend her summons is perfect- 
ly qualified for a longer tarriance here. If the pleas- 
ures, the gratifications of life are incompetent to the 
desires of her enlarged, her immortal mind, she will 
pursue them with less avidity, and esteem them only as 
semblances of perfection, or evidences of the tender 
mercy of their all-gracious Author; or if the basis up- 
on which she rears the superstructure of her earthly 
happiness, the frail, though fair foundation moulder in- 
to dust, if the soothing voice of friendship cease its 
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sound, and the heart once the faithful repository of our 
cares cease to throb, if we are ready for the hour of 
death, the departure of a friend cannot excite sensa- 
tions of melancholy despondence, because we know it 
cannot be long belore we shall be re-united for ever. 
Sensibility may indulge itself upon such an occasion, 
-and nature enjoy the luxury of sorrow for a time, but 
hope sits smiling upon the grave, and points to that 
heaven, where kindred souls cannot possibly again en- 
dure the pang of separation. 

But for this the mind would sink at the repetition of 
this charge, as it flowed from the lips of our inestima- 
ble dying friend, and recoil, with horrour, at the 
thoughts of preparing for a similar situation. 

« Be ye also ready.” For the power of disease, for 
the decay of nature, for the recedence of every terres- 
trial joy, when thy hands and thy heart shall fail and 
finally for the hour of death. 

The heart that is influenced by religion, the mind 
that is armed with this divine panoply, like the bird of 
paradise, hastes, it flies over the troublesome waves of 
this mortal life to a place of rest; incidental infirmities 
and disappointments are the pinions on which we soar 
to immortality ; as the seed that is sown, passes through 
many changes, ere it rises a fragrant flower, so must 
thou, ere thou ascend to live for ever. “Be ye also 
ready.” 

Methinks, I hear the dear uncomplaining sufferer 
uttering this sentence, with her faint voice, and as she 
closes her dying eyes, with looks of entreaty not easily 
described, urging you to prepare to rejoin her; but 
with what words shall I clothe the expressive tender- 
ness that beamed from every glance? Pardon the at- 
tempt. I would find out the meaning of all her conduct, 
and though unequal to the task, determine with all the 
resolution that a good motive can inspire, that in this 
eventful period she shall not even have looked in vain. 
“ Be ye also ready,” dear sympathizing friends, not on- 
ly for this enfeebled state to which you see me reduc- 
ed, but for the happiness to which it tends; yet a little 
23 
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while, and I retire from your loved society, the part- 
ing pang is upon me, and oh! how excruciating would 
it be, but for the animating hope, that you will one day 
follow and rejoin me: every moment shortens the in- 
-ermediate space between us. Some may think my 
journey of life very short and the tender and misjudg- 
ing sensibility of others, think my summons premature, 
but O! let us remember “ That life is long, which an- 
swers life’s great end.” 

Inconceivable is the happiness allotted the heaven 
approved spirit, when it drops its earthly veil, its incum- 
bering clay. Blissful reversion, glorious exchange of 
shadows for realties! To the truly benevolent, the heart 
whose every throb is love, a coal from the altar of Je- 
hovah is permitted to enkindle, to inspire some just 
ideas of heaven; but ah! when in one collective flame, 
they blaze with inextinguishable lustre upon the soul, 
nothing short of Almighty power can strengthen the op- 
ticks, for the glorious view. Let us give wing to our 
imagination, and from the dazzling splendour of sacred 
majesty soar through boundless space. 


But where, O whither can a creature fly, 
From the effulgence of his piercing eye ! 


Methinks the soul must almost wish a certain dis- 
tance from his all-pervading glance, must invoiuntarily 
shrink back from such unmerited felicity, and with all 
the energy of sincerity, with all the power of gratitude, 
invoke a distant seat. But ah! cheering thought, the 
consctousness of guilt, cannot appal the soul that is ad- 


=) 
mitted to the divine presence. 


* For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour’d.”’ 


And now, doubtless, she approaches the sacred pres- 
ence, having entered her new state in triumph, guided 
by angels, and welcomed by “all the company of heav- 
en.” From the anxious society of mourners, of weeping 
friends, behold her admitted to their society. With 
what alacrity, they hasten to present the crown of glory. 
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with what joy they give thetune ful harp! Perhaps, 
having listened to her melodious voice while here, they 
were more eager to catch the suspended sound ; suspend- 
ed for a moment, to resound, to increase (as we hum- 
bly hope) the harmony of heaven, throughout eternal 


ages. 





Thou sun in thy brightness shall fade, 
The moon its pale beams shall withdraw. 
The stars from their orbits shall fall, 
And never, ah never, shine more. 


The fair constellctions above, 

The meteors that glide through the sky, 
Must soon from their places remove, 
Must soon, ah soon, vanish away. 








The world and its objects so fair, 

So enchanting, so tempting, so bright ; 
Must a dread constellation endure, 
And cease to exist with her light. 


[t must cease on its axis to turn, 

Must expire with the fair lamp of day ; 
Its attractions, its beauties be burnt 

And in thunderings and flames pass away. 


But the glorified spirit can know 
No changes, no sorrow, or care ; 
From the slumber of death, it awakes, 
To a morning unclouded and fair. 


Toa region without the frail aids 
Of planets, that fade as they shine ; 
To the fountain of light and of joy, 
To pleasures unending, divine. 


_ From that exhaustless fountain may my afflicted 
friends derive all needful consolation, and be prepared 
for life, for death, and for eternity. 








Part of the Diary of Mrs. E. D. 


When I contemplate the goodness and condescen- 
sion of the Almighty, | am lost in thought, and cry out 
with the apostle, «'lhy ways are unsearchable and past 
finding out. Yesterday I was in the greatest distress, 
crying for mercy; to-day, calm and serene. O! my 
heart expands with gratitude to that merciful Being 
who has looked down with pity on a “ poor breathing 
particle in dust,” and given her such an insight into thy 
holy word, that to contemplate it is my delight. When 
I consider the contents of the scriptures, and believe 
myself interested in the promises they make, I am in- 
duced to exclaim, what are all other books in the world 
compared to this inestimable volume. This reminds 
me of a martyr when he was condemned to die for his 
inviolable attachment to the doctrines of the gospel; 
when he arrived at the stake, he took an affecting 
leave of the world in these words: “ Farewel, sun, and 
moon, and stars, and beauties of creation; farewel, my 
honoured friends, and beloved relatives; and farewel, 
thou precious, precious book of God. 

Sunday morning, Feb. 27—To-day I have heard a 
serious discourse from this text, by the Rev. Mr. Z. 
“ He that dwelleth in the secret place of the Most High, 
shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty.” He 
invited us all to come to Christ, but did not nso clear 
a manner as | could wish, point out the way. Some 
say we can do nothing of ourselves, others say there is 
much to be done. God grant | may not be deceived, 
or led away by any strange doctrine, or make too much 
dependence on a J. or W for instruction, they are but 
men, and, no doubt, have their faults, there is so much 
deception i in the world, and such hypocrisy carried on 
under the cloak of religion, that | tremble at the 
thought. O my God, teach me true religion, and may 
I never think myself safe, while on the brink of ruin. 

Feb. 28. To-day, I have had some serious medita- 
tions, on reading the crucifixion of our Saviour. O! 
what disagreeable reflections arise in the mind ; he 
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suffered, says an inspired writer, the just for the unjust, 
that by expiating our guilt, he might bring us to God. 
Now to his gracious favour, hereafter to his blissful 
presence, 

Conversing on religion, this evening, Mr. ob- 
served, this reformation, that now increased, will be of 
short duration. It may be so, but I find the best minds 
are susceptible of errour; he may be mistaken, at least, 
[ hope he will. 

l feel very happy this evening, though much censur- 
ed, for not going to the ball. I did intend going, if it 
was only to please my brother, for he is and ever will 
be, dear tome. But is there not one nearer, than fa- 
ther, mother, sister, or brother? O yes; or ought to 
be. God says, in his word « Whosoever loveth father, 
or mother, more than me, is not worthy of me.” Ah! 
blessed Jesus, teach me to love thee above all earthly 
things, to love thee, the Creator, and then I shall love 
all thy creatures. ‘The Misses I's being here to-day, 
gave me pleasure, though I had no opportunity of con- 
versing seriously with them, yet 1 discovered some- 
thing amiable in them, and more thoughtful than in 
young persons in general. They said, if they staid in 
town,they would not gotothe ball, but spend the evenin 
with me. We ought not to be so taken up with the trifles 
of this world, as to neglect the great realities of anoth- 
er; itis needful for us to watch with carefulness, since 
every action of our lives is registered in heaven. 

March 15. Iam resolved from this day to keep a 
diary, | have often begun, but did not proceed for sey- 
eral days, and being engaged with business and young 
company. soon got tired of it; but reading Aspasio’s ad- 
vice to Theron, renewed my intention. He says to 
Theron, “ compile a history of your own heart, take 
notice of the manner in which you spend your time, at- 
tend to the principles from which your actions flow, 
whether from the steady, habitual love of God, or some 
rambling thoughts, and a customary propensity to 
pore yourself” He proceeds, in a beautiful manner, 

ut time will not permit me to write any more at pres- 
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ent, but before [ lay aside my pen, let me examine my- 
self and see if | have done my duty this day: Ono! 
I fallinfinitely short. 1 have been inattentive in my de- 
votion; had many wandering thoughts, and dulness of 
desire. [hope the Almighty will teach me the deprav- 
ity of my own heart. 


** He from thick films can purge the visual ray, 
And on the sightless eye-balls pour the day.”’ 


My heart glows with gratitude to my Creator for this 
continued seriousness of mind ; he has taught me to see 
my sins original, and actual, sin, of omission and com- 
mission, sins of childhood and youth, and [ doubt not 
but that same Almighty Being, ‘who has sent his ser- 
vants here, to awaken, to arouse, stupid souls from 
slumber, will give them comfort in due time. For my 
own part, | already feel a happiness which is not in the 
power of the world to give or take away. I hope I 
shall be more and more enlightened by the holy spirit, 
till at last, brought home to ei Christ. 

I cannot but. observe the good Messrs. W. and J. 
how assiduous they are tn the grand cause they have 
undertaken, all their faculties are exercised to bring 
souls home to Jesus. [shall ever esteem them for the 
disinterested friendship they have shown me; they 
have advised and prayed for me, when | was so dis- 
tressed I could not converse withthem. O, how hap- 
py must they be in the anticipation of future bliss! I 
doubt not they will one day receive an ample reward 
for all their labour, in the realms of eternal glory. 

This morning, took up Hervey’s Dialogue, opening 
the fourth. Aspasio ee | for a journey, indulges 
this soliloquy : “ How delightful are the scenes of ru- 
ral nature. JI do not wonder that persons in high life, 
are so fond of retiring from an exalted station, to a 
shady covert or the margin of a cooling stream, are so 
desirous of quitting the smoking town and noisy city, in 
order to breathe purer air, and survey the wonders of 
creation in-the silent, the serene, the peaceful villa.” 
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{ would write the whole, but must defer it to another 
opportuntiy. Aspasio uses his utmost endeavours to 
convince Theron of his ruined, undone, state, and in- 
terests himself so much in his friend’s happiness, that it 
gives me the greatest pleasure to read them. 

Here let me pause. It is not strange, that what was 
so disagreeable to me a few weeks ago, is now my de- 
light! Atwelve month ago, nothing would have in- 
cuced me to read a serious book, or converse with se- 
rious people. Now I can contemplate the holy serip- 
tures, with more real satisfaction than I ever experi- 
enced in my life before; and not only consider them 
as containing the finest systems of morality, but believe 
myself interested in the promises they make. 

Here let me stop a moment, and inquire what occa- 
sioned this alteration, or first awakened me; let me 
reflect back two months, and recollect what made this 
first awakening impressionon my mind. Curiosity, the 
ene foible in our sex, first led me to hear Mr. W : 

was so crowded, | heard but little, but liked it very 
well. Sunday, [heard he was to preach nR i 5 
desired my father to go with me; we went in the af- 
ternoon; my father was much disappointed, as he ex- 
pected to hear something extraordinary. Monday, I 
heard, he preached a fine sermon; was to preach 
again that night, for the last time. I had a very great 
inclination to go, it was clear tome I must, and yet I 
could not bear that my acquaintance or family should 
think I liked preaching so well as to go so far to hear it. 
I was in the greatest consternation imaginable; my in- 
clination said go, my pride said stay. At last, | resolved 
to go, and not let any one know it, for fear of their ob- 
servations; and none of the family knew of my going, 
excepta brother. [set out in the afternoon, went to 
Miss D s, from thence to Mr. K s, heard a good 
sermon. I felt very anxious about going home, after 
meeting. Rev. Mr. W. and Col. L. came and conversed 
with me, and repeated several fine pieces; when | came 
away, they waited on me te Mr. D——’s, and gave me 
very good advice. WhenI got there, | was amazingly 
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mortified, quite alone, did not dare to stay all night, for 
fear the family would not like it, if they knew that F 
went alone; however, | went along trembling nee 
step of the way, and at last got home dreadfully { a- 
tigued. I did not sleep any that night. 

O, how impossible to describe the sensations of that 
night! I could not help exclaiming—O! my wicked 
heart, my wicked heart. | discovered more pride in 
my heart that night. than had ever before observed. 
{ thought I had committed the unpardonable sin, in be- 
ing ashamed of religion—ashamed of the God that 
made me. | was distressed the next day, but kept it 
from the family, and tried to shake it off, knowing l had 
been very much affected by the death of several of my 
acquaintance ; especially, by one snatched in the bloom 
of youth. O! whata shock to human nature. It made 
an impression on my mind which | thought could never 
be erased; but, going into gay company soon wore it 
off, so | hoped ihis distress would. 

The next day, Mr. W. preached from this text: 
“Fury is not in me.” Such a sermon, | never heard. 
He went on to prove, that fury was not in God but in 
our own minds; and told us the dreadful consequence 
that would ensue, if we did not turn to God. It was 
delivered in such a feeling manner, as drew tears from 
every eye. Then was I convinced; every word con- 
demned me. Before this, I had pleased myself, that | 
was as good as afly of my acquaintance; that [ had 
never been guilty of any thing criminal in my life, nor 
never did, nor meant, to injure any person: but, that 
day, | was convinced morality could not save me. I saw 
I was a sinner, and the necessity of a Saviour; | saw 
that] was undone without an interest in that Saviour [ 
had so often despised. The more I saw of myself, the 
more | saw the want of a new heart. I was in such dis- 
tress, | took my bed fora day ortwo. Soon afterwards 
{heard of the meeting at Mr. J—’s. . Mr. W. preached 
exceedingly well, and gave me good advice. 

| have now copied ail the pages of our dear friend, 
that can be found. When she was first ill, she gave a 
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number to her mother, and desired ber to burn them; 
her mother, thinking they were letters, did not open 
them, and has regretted itsince. These were found in 
different places, and | have placed them according to 
their dates. 

How capable was a mind, like hers, of improvement ; 
and how surprising the change : from a gay, lively girl, 
in a few months, the solid, pious friend; and now, we 
presume, an inhabitant of that state, the glories of 
which she anticipated with raptures of exalted joy. 
She remained as you left her, solemn and devoting ev- 
ery leisure hour in conversing with persons who were 
able to inform her judgment, to advise and direct her 
in the ways of peace, or in reading. Next to the ora- 
eles of heaven, Young and Hervey were her favourite 
authors. The last time, but one, that she was out, was 
at a conference meeting, at Mr. J—’s, she came home 
with my sister, and passed the remainder of the even- 
ing with us; after conversing on religious subjects, she 
sung an anthem and a hymn. As she rose and prepar- 
ed to return home, she sung with great devotion : 


** And must this body die 

This mortal frame decay ; ; 
And must these active limbs of mine 
Lie mouldering in the clay.” 


I mention this, as it has made an impression on my 
mind since, though | little thought when I joined her in 
singing, what | was in a few days to experience. She 
was unwell, and we persuaded her to stay all night, 
but she was uncommonly anxious to get home. The 
next day, went with Colonel L. to her sister R—’s. She 
was seized that night, with a bilious fever. [I went to 
see her the next evening, found her very ill; she had 
some hopes of recovering, but desired to be resigned, 
continuing to grow worse. Her mother sitting by her 
endeavoured to animate her sinking spirits. I dont 
know, said she, that ever I shall recover; and if it is 
best, that we shall be separated. | will submit, without 
murmuring. Tis hard to be reconciled to the thoughts 
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of death, and | wish to be restored, if possible, till m 
mind is more composed; and desired that her father, 
brothers, and most intimate friends might be admitted. 
I watched with her that night. O! what a dreadful 
night. She did not close her eyes for three succeed- 
ing nights. Her parents who had so long been depriv- 
ed of rest, were greatly distressed, especially her fa- 
ther, who seemed inconsolable. He remained in the 
chamber, till, by the persuasion of his children and the 
doctor, he retired, exclaiming —* Is there not a God? 
O pity and support me,’ ’ laying his hand on his breast, 
“Q! it will break my heart. O my-daughter! She 
was an obedient child.” 

Several times that night, she uttered short ejacula- 
tions to her God and Saviour, and leaning on her dear 
mother, conversed on the things that belonged to her 
everlasting peace. QO! said she, how unhappy should 
I be, if deprived of my senses ; I should be tempted to 
blaspheme the name of the most high. ‘This was the 
first and | had almost said her last concern. 

In the morning, when the doctor was gone, and only 
her mamma and myself present, she talked with her 
halfan hour, in the most affectionate manner, remind- 
ed her of that gratitude due to the merciful Being, who 
had preserved her through many dangers and tempta- 
tions, in particular, in supporting her through all the 
difficulties and opposition she had met with, since her 
determination on a religious life, for which mercies she 
offered the incense of a grateful heart, in a most mov- 
ing address to the throne of grace. As she could not 
bear reading, I repeated several chapters, a psalm and 
some particular texts she was anxious to hear. Clasp- 
ing my hand with a look of affection and tenderness, she 
addressed me thus: My dear D. do you think I can 
possibly recover? I told her “ All things are possible 
with God ;” that I would advise her to reflections on 
the bright scenes of glory, that seemed to await her. 
‘QO! said she, I am fully assured of an interest in that 
Saviour, who died on the cross; I should be perfectly 
resigned ; | renounce all dependance on anv thing buf 
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thy merits, thou divine advocate with the Father, ex- 
tend thy pity to a poor distressed mortal, and receive 
me in thine everlasting arms of mercy. 

[ staid all day with her and prevailed with her fa- 
ther to see her once more, as | knew it would be a 
great satisfaction to him to see with what fortitude, she 
met the dispensations of heaven. 

Often does this solemn scene pass in review before 
me, and as often dol realize the words of the sublime 


Dr. Young. 


‘¢ The chambers where the good man meets his fate 
Is privileged beyond the common walks of life, 
Quite on the verge of heaven.” 


Her last sigh soon died on the listening ear, and | 
doubt not, caught the seraphick notes of redemption’s 
song, ere we could say, she is gone for ever. 


Extract from a Sermon, entitled the Opportunities of Benefi- 


cence, not confined to the rich. By the Rev. Joseph Faw- 
celt. 


Acts, iil. 6. 
‘* Silver and gold have I none, but such as I have, give I unto thee.” 


But my christian friends, there are many methods of 
expressing good will, and producing human happiness, 
besides pecuniary bounty, which they who cannot prac- 
tice this, may and must make use of, and which they 
— can, are bound to add to it, if they would fulfil the 
aw 

It becomes us to explore the sphere, 1 in which Provi- 
dence has placed us, to examine the faculties of our 
nature, and the situation of our fellow-creatures, to see 
what it is that they want, and what it is that we have to 
give, and having found it such as we have, whatever it 
is, to give it unto them. 
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Such an honest examination of our capacities, and 
their necessities would open to every one of us a sufli- 
ciently extensive circle of social duties. Such a search 
after the means of communicating happiness, is what | 
would now earnestly recommend. 

There is one class of objects of spiritual advice, that 
is peculiarly likely to be benefited by it when accom- 
panied at once with earnestness and discretion.. A 
parent has the heart of his child in his hand, and he 
who amidst the shades of retirement, and under the 
roof of obscurity leads up one human heart to heaven, 
does more than they who sink the largest sums in secu- 
lar liberality. I take off my eyes from princes, and 
from patrons, to look with awful veneration upon him 
who cannot make his children wealthy, but who toils to 
make them virtuous, who labours to ripen innocence 
into virtuous, rational instruction, and virtuous per- 
suasion. I turn away from beholding them whose 
dying breath endows hospitals, or enriches rela- 
tives to gaze with the profoundest awe upon that 
poor man, who is able to say as he lies upon the pillow 


of death to the filial attendant upon his last hour. 
“ Silver and gold I have none to give my child, but such 
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as I have give I unto thee.” I have given the good in- 
struction, i have given thee a good example; and take 
now this dying council—* Be not weary of well doing.” 
Take this eternal truth from my expiring tongue, pro- 
nounced in this honest and solemn hour, by one who 
has had substantial proofof it. 

Virtue is the most valuable possession of man; a 
good conscience is better than rubies; it bas been thy 
father’s prop through all his pilgrimage : it is his staff 
in the dark valley through which he is passing now; in 
life and in death, let it comfort thee. 

QO. poverty, envy not the crown, that kings can be- 
queath while thou art able to Jeave such a legacy as 
this tothy progeny. . 

Blessed be the bountiful distributor of bliss, it 1s 
given to express good will, to produce happiness, to 
earn the gratitude of man, and imitate the conduct of 
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heaven. Gold is not the only gift of man, nor is it the 
best. Peter and John did more for the lame man they 
healed, than if they had given him bread ; the mstrue- 
tions of Christ did more for mankind than feed and clothe 
them, and there are offices of kindness in the power of 
us all, of more importance than accumulation of pro- 
perty. 

We have ample encouragement, whatever our con- 
dition in lite, and however humble our powers of im- 
parting benefit, to do all we can for our fellow crea- 
tures, by the consideration that all the hotest exer- 
tions of goodness are equally calculated to invigorate 
ihe principle of it, whether the effect those exertions 
produce be large or small, as mascular vigour ts im- 
proved by mascular motion, whether the mechanical 
value of that motion be great or little, so every exer- 
cise of real goodness adds to its strength, whether the 
happiness communicated by it, be considerable or triv- 
ial. The contributions we make to the happiness of 
mankind, render our characters also equally aecepta- 
ble to the judge ofall men. It is not what we give, but 
the disposition that goes, with the gift which deter- 
mines the value of the act, in the divine estimation. 


REFLECTIONS ON WINTER. 


From my window, I behold the day ushered in by the 
cold blowing of the north wind. Ah! how different 
from that season, when the opening flowers drank in 
the dew of the morning and the sun invigorated them 
with its rays. How different from that season, when 
the winds locked in their caverns, were not permitted 
to spoil nature of her beauties, nor lay low the rising 
cedar. The earth was fanned by gentle breezes, and 
zephyrus lent her breath to disperse the gathering 
clouds. Happy hours—when the contemplative mind 
participated in the tranquillity of nature, and was 
“led from nature up to nature’s God.” When it con- 
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sidered him as the Father of the universe, who is the 
Father of our spirits. I called them happy hours, and 
shall these be less so? Shall the cold winds of au- 
tumn blow away those fervours of devotion, which are 
reinspired by the animating prospects of summer, or 
shall they chill the aspirations of gratitude? For- 
bid it God of the winds and waves, and grant that how- 
ever the storms and calms of this world may alternately 
succeed each other, my heart may rest inthee. When 
the earth is disrobed of her mantle, let it remind me 
of the nakedness of my situation, before I was as I lum- 
bly hope clothed in a Saviour’s righteousness; and 
when the trees shall exchange their foliage for a spot- 
less robe of unsullied snow, let it bring to my view that 
hour when I shall exchange this mortal for immortality 
and put en that white robe which designates the peo- 
ple of God. May the varying seasons have no other 
effect upon my mind than what is deducible from re- 
flecting how emblematical they are of the changes of 
life: but, O Father of mercies, if thou shouldest length- 
en my life to old age, let me, | entreat thee, in no re- 
spect resemble winter, except its being a season ap- 
pointed by thee. Thou, O Lord! hast made both sum- 
mer and winter, both are the objects of thy care; and 
shall not thy mercy and loving kindness follow me all 
the days of my life. © 


GOOD WORKS. 


Good works, like the golden ear-rings of the Israel- 
ites, are valuable inthemselves; but if once exalted in- 
to a golden calf, to be worshipped and relied upon, are 
damnably pernicious. 
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POETRY. 
Extract from Dr. Dodd’s thoughts in prison. 





Brief time 
Advances quick in tread ; few hours and dark 
Remain : those hours in frivolous employ 
Waste not ; they ne’er return! 
Nor deem it dulness to stand still and pause, 
When dread eternity hath claims so high. 
O be those claims fulfill’d ! 



















Nor my young friends, 
Whom life’s gay sunshine warms with laughing joy, 
Pass not those claims unheeding !—In the bud 

Of earliest rose, oft have I sorrowing seen 

The canker-worm lurk blighting ; oft, ere noon, 
The tulip have beheld drop its proud head 

In eminent beauty open’d to the morn ! 

In youth, in beauty, in life’s outward charm, 

Boast aot self flattering ; virtue has a grace, 
Religion has a power, which will preserve 

Immortal your true excellence! O give 

Early and happy your young hearts to God! 

And God will smile in countless blessings on you! 
Nor, captivate by fashions idle glare, 

And the world’s show, delusive, dance the maze, 
‘The same dull round, fatiguing and fatigued ; 

Till discontented, down in folly’s seat 

And disappointments, worthless, toil’d you sink 
Despising and despised! your gentle hearts 

To kind impressions, yet susceptible, 

Will amiabl, hear a friend’s advice. 

And if perchance, amidst the giddy whir! 

Of circling Frothy, his unheeding tongue 

Hath whispered vanity, or not announced 

Truth’s salutary dictates to your ears ; 

Forgive the injury, my friends belov’d, 

And see me now solicitous to atone 

That, and each fault, each errour ; with full eyes 
Intreating you, by all your hopes and fears, 

By all your dear anxieties ; by all 

You hold in life most precious, to attend 

To listen to his love! to seek for bliss 

[n God, in piety ; in hearts devote 

To duty and to heaven! And seeking thus, 

The treasure is your own. Angels on earth, 
‘Thus-pure and good, soon will you mount, ani live 
Eternal angels with your Father God 
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A HYMN, 


Translated from the Hebrew. 


The Almighty Lord, whose sovereigh sceptre sway ‘d 
Yon azure plains, by trembling hosts,obey’d ; 
Ere in the void the starry orbs were hung, 
Or nature’s goodly frame from chaos sprung ; 
What time, arising on this plastick word, 
The fair creation own’d its glorious Lord ; 
Then was he hail’d, ‘“* Supreme, eternal King,” 
While prostrate angels touch’d the golden string. 
And when the orbs that gild the spy decay, 
And earth in wild confusion fades away ; 
He will alone, tremendous Monarch, reign, 
And arm’d with endless might his sway susiain, 
He was, he is, and shall for ever be, 
Crown’d with immortal pow’r and majesty, 
He is the glorious One ; and who can vie 
With him, whose nod controls th’ obedient sky ! 
No second pow’r his mighty sway can share, 
Or with the source of life and strength compare. 
From vast eternity his reign began, 
And with swift course through circling ages ran ; 
And when revolving years shall cease to roll, 
And fleeting suns forsake the darken’d pole, 
Naught shall Jehovah’s boundless age confine, 
Contract his pow’r, or bid his love decline. 
His sure control shall sway the seas and land, 
And conscious world’s obey his high command ; 
While the bright hosts that tread the empyreal plains. 
With sacred awe confess, ‘‘ Jehovah reigns.”’ 
This is the God in whom my soul confides, 
Whose guardian care my feet in safety guides. 
This the sure friend, whose arm my life redeems, 
This the blest fount, from which my comfort streams . 
This is my steadfast rock ; ‘‘ a rock that braves 
The raging tempests, and the rising waves :”’ 
Firm in his strength, | dwell in soft repose, 
And view secure the rage of angry foes. 
My glorious banner, my divine retreat 
My blissful lot, with heavenly joys replete ; 
Whose gracious ear my suppliant voice attends, 
Whose powerful arm my trembling life defends ; 
My guardian bulwark, and almighty shield, 
’Tis to thy care with joyful trust I yield! 
By day and night with gracious hand protect. 
And through the maze of life my steps direct. 
The Lord is mine ; secure in him I rest, 
Fear shall no more invade my tranquil breast. 
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